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THIS BEGINS THE STORY

Klizabeth Conyera, a demure coun-«
try mirl, pretiy in apite of hey old-
fashioned dawdy dresaing, iz visiting
Jashiona ble relativea in London. At
w arand ball ahe dp. a disconsolate
wallfower, A handsome young man
aaks her to dance and she haa to con-
fean she knows none of the up-to
date atepe.  MHe da Pat Ropaton, and
teaches  Elizabeth ta dance, Her
aobbish aunt and cousin rebuke her,
ar he iy only a dancing maater,
Elizobeth hearvs her uncle, with whom
e made her home in the country,
in dead. She iz met by Walter
Sneath, a solid hut mot very viva-
cious country lad, who loves her and
raposce marringe in her plight. She
refuses him and determines to go to
London to carn her living by dancing
o a legacy of €100 her unele left hey,
She is grudgingly taken in by her
aunt,

AND HERE IT CONTINUES

Dolly Borrows Elizabeth's Money

#X 0L do look tired,"” Elizabeth said,
vAnd—why are you carrying
your elippers?’’

o[ didn't want mother to hear me
some up to yon, o I took them off."
Dolly sat down on her cousin’s bed,
and for n moment there was sllence;
then #he said in a desperate kind of

yolea !
“Elizabeth, have you ever bheen In

trouble—dreadful trouble?"

Elizabeth shook her head.

“No—1 don't think se0,"" she sald,

Dolly leaned forward; there was a

in her oyes,
hfr‘l\\!:ﬁt‘ I am now,' she said., She
gripped Flizabeth's hand in both her
own; they were hot and hurnlnxl.'
am. and you've got to help me.

“1!"* Elizabeth thought she wns

- dreaming. **Why, how can I help you
ghe nsked, amazed, ,

“Lend me some money: you've got
a hundred pounds, T knew, and you
ean afford to lend me some of it. 1'1
pay you back—I swear T will—and 1
must have it, 1 must have it by to-
morrow, and T daren’t tell mother;
ghe'dl be furious—she'd half kill me If
she knew, 1'm In debt, and if T don't
ay 1 don't know what will happen.
lizabeth, you're not going to refuse?
I thought Unecle Robert would have
J¢ft us something--It would have been
all right then—the mean old bca_nt."

“I'nele Mohert ! echoed Ellzabeth
hiankly.
only #ren her uncle once déring the last
eighteen vears, and so It secmed pre-
posterous that she wshould have ex-
pected him to remember her in his will,

“*He was my uncle as well as yours,"
Dolly said defiantly. “‘He might have
left n.e something If he left you n hun-
dred pounds. It drives me wild to think
of all that money going to a wretchea
bespital—20,000 pounds, wasn't it?""

“Yen,”" There was a painful sllence;
then Elizabeth said: ‘‘Hospitals do a
lot of good, don't they?'’

Dolly’ shrugged her shoulders.

*0h, T suppose o, but they couldn’t
have wanted the money as bad ns we
do., You may not believe it, but we're
on the rocks, mother and I: that's why
she's 0 wild with me about quarreling
with Neil Farmer ; he's rich, you know,
He could set us both up for life 'if 1
married him,'’

“‘Why don't you, then?'' Elizabeth

od

anked,
. Dolly stared at her, then sighed.
“'Why not ?—lgoodnesa knows! Because
I'm a fool, 1 suppose.'”” 'Tears came
into her eyes, and she winked them.
flercely away. ‘'But you don’'t want
to hear about me,' wshe went on more
lightly. *‘You'll lend me the money,
won't you?'' 8he paused, then added :
‘"Look here, If you'll let me have £G0
1'll take you to tea one afternoon where
you can meet I’at Royston again.''

There war a sharp silence; the blood
mounted slowly to Elizabeth's face till
she wan scarlet to the roots of her hair,
and her lips moved twice before she
could frame any waords,

Then she said: *'I—I don't want to
meet him, thank you.'

Dolly made an impatient gesture.

“Don't be silly! You do, T know
you do. Why have you come to Lon-
don to learn daneing if you don't want

ta meet him? My dear, I enn  kee |

'[THE DANCING MASTER |

By RUBY AYRES
Author of “The Phantom Lover,” "“A Bachelor Husband,”

“The One Unwanted,” «te.

heart swellod with a sense of bitter in-
Justiee, '

Nelther her aunt nor enusin appeared
nt breakinst time, and Elizabeth passed

n lonely morning [
1

At luneh time, when they both eame
downstnirs, they baeely spoke ta hier,

and they were both dressed remdy tn

g0 ont,

“What am I to do all the aftee- |

noon?"" Elizabeth asked, when she saw
that It was hopeless to expeet to be eon-

[ sidered by elther of them,

Mrs, Mason looked at her sharply, J
“My dear girl, are you a bhaby I]Illi

you expect to be amued during every

moment of the day? Go for a walk |
or find a book; there are plenty in the |
|

house,""

“If you're uny good at noafllnwnrkE
you might mend the frock 1 wore last

night,'" Dolly said, ns she pushed back

her ehale and rose, *‘It's on my bed: |
i T toare it on a nail in the ear'’ Ko |
[ walked out of the room without wait-

Ing for a reply.
Elizabeth looked at her nunt,

‘I wanted to buy some clothes,”’ she |
said, with a feeling of. desperation, |
“My clothes are awful! 1 know you |

think they are, so If you could just
spare time to eome to 0 shop with me."

“Nonsensa!''  xald  Mrs.  Mason
sharply, “‘Your clothes are quite good
fnough for the present, If you take
a situntion-—ax, of eourse, you will have
to—you'll only want the plainest frocks
and things''

Flizabeth did not answer, but when
her aunt had gone she clenched her
hands,

"I will not stay here: T will not,’*
she told  herself  passlonately,  But
she did not know how to escape,

In spite of the bold determination

| with whieh ghe had eome ta Iondon,
*1|she was more than half afraid to ven-
| ture out by herself, but, as the afrer-

noon wore on, the silenes of the house
grew more unbearable, and nt Inst,
in desperation, she put on her hat
and coat,

The sun was ghining and her spirits
rose an she walked along. She tried
ito comfort herself with the reassur-
ance that there was no need to stay
In her munt’s house, She was not en-
firely dopendent on her as long ns
that hundred pounds was still intact,
But, somehow hers in London, it
seemed A considerably smaller  sum
than It had done down {n the country.

8he looked in the shop windows and |

was appalled at the price of elothes,
How was it that Delly ecould manage

She knew that Dolly had | to dress sy houutifully if, ne she had
| fuld last night, she was on the rocks?

“Whatever you do never get into
debt."*  Roth Mr. Junkers and Walter
HBneath had impressed that upon her
when she bade them good-by, and
Walter had added, with a little hoarse-
ness In his voice, *'1f ever you want
me I'll come, KElizabeth—you know
that."'

Poor Walter! Tt made her ead to
think of him and yet she did not in the
least regret what she had done. Al-
ready he and hin love seemed to belong
to the past. DPresently the sunshine
clouded over and it began to rain, Eliz-
abeth had no umbrelin and her coat wan
thin: she looked around for shelter, A
house close by had n blg porch which
extended n little way over the pavement
and she ran townrd it to get out of the
rain which was teeming down now in
regular April shower.

Ellzabeth A-Dancing Goes

It was a big house, with n number
of braes plates on the door; various of-
ficen, Elizabeth supposed, as ghe looked
interestedly at them; then her attention
was caught by a smaller plate a little
below the reat: *'The Primus School of
Dancing. First Floor.”"

The eolor rushed to her face, and her
heart began to beat fast. Thin was
what she wanted, if only she dared go
in and make Inquiries. Surely it was
Fate that had brought her o soon to the
right spot.

She looked round: the ralo was still
falling heavily. and there was nobody In
night, 'The big door of tha houss stood
invitingly open, and an wide flight of
stone steps led to the floors above.

Flizabeth felt very much as she might
have done had the P'rimus Schoo! of
Danecing been a dentist's where opera-

tlons were carried on without anes-
thetles,

through you; T wasn't born yesterday. Irresolute, afraid and trembling: then,
It it's inother vou'rea afraid of, she with a sudden desperate spurt of cour-

aon't know : I'll work it for you, and
I won't tell any one.’

Elizabeth drew her hand away. She
felt bitterly ashamed, because whe
knew that there was a tinge of truth
In what Dolly had sald, but she an-
swered steadily:

“'Thank you. T don't want to meet
him, and T certainly am not going to
learn dancing with him. But—If
vou're really in trouble I can let you
have £25 if you will pay me back. If
I wan rich T'd give It to you gladly,
and more besides, but that hundred is
all T haye got in the world.”

"I eaid T would pay you back ; surely
¥ou egn trust me?"

Edozabeth answered simply. “'Tf 1
did not, T don't think 1 would lnt you
:!::r“n. T can't afford to lose it, you

Dolly gave n slgh of reitef. *'You
know vou lnok quite pretty with your
l.'."r down,'" she sald cﬂntfﬂmondln'ls.

Why do you screw it up so? 1t looks
frightful. Sho rose, stretched her
white arms and yawned.

"“Well, when can T have the money
—tonight 7"

Elizabeth hesitated, *'If you really
want it,"" she sald at last. ‘‘I've only
got £50 with me; Mr, Junkers would
not let me have it all at once. I will
Elve you £25."

8he thrust her hand beneath the pil-
low and brought out a wad of notes,
stared.
eavens! Do you carry it about
*i!!'l you?' ahe anged. 4

I thought it safest,’” Elizabeth ex-
plalned,

Bhe counted half the notes into her
rousin's hand, and Dolly tucked them
Away into the low bodica of her white
and sliver frock,

. You're & dear,” she mald; ‘*‘and
I'll pay you back the very migute I cun,
Jou may he sure, and—you won't tell
“ﬂ%‘r."wlll you?"'

o

“Good night, then.”
adrod it

er y had gone, Elizab
;:uu not IIO!E: she !n‘: nurln:.i;ttl;
ul‘. darkness, aunted by her cousin's

P,
"I'll take you to tea where you will
mest Pat Roywmt L
And she ln,d 33625‘?

Bhe could almost hear the heav
beating of her heart in the dnrkneun.. ?
g Why had she refused? She wanted
O 80 him—there was nothing whe
:;lnflgd more—although that morning
s h!‘r“'ﬂl‘“ﬂ he had dellberately

"l am glad T refused,’ was her last
:::Wlht before she fell asleep, 'ﬁ-,f'r:'.
’"'i‘,ﬂmforl herself with the thought that
4 :ﬂl after all things would not he
of frlru(?:ﬁ 'Dolly had made overtures

ut it Elizabeth had imagined that
':.hﬂhllltle confidence I}o‘lly hl: ;:::ilﬂ\\':d
R ber overnight waw to make any dif-
€0 In (heir relationship the follow-
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a y she was mistaken,

Mt

uge, she turned and ran up the wide

L stone stalrense,

Her cournge had deserted her before
she reached the first floor, and it Is
improbable that she would have gone
on had not one of the doors above
opened and a girl eome out onto the
Ianding. 8he was a dark-halred gmari -
looking givl, with rather a short skirt
and dainty shoes, and she stood still
when she saw Elizabeth, the falntest
smile erossing her face.

But for once Elizabeth wan oblivious
of the meaning of that smile; she
had forgotten her old-fashioned clothea
and ton-long skirts ; she only knaw that
she was at last on the threshold of her
ambition,

RBut she felt tongue-tled and stupid,
and it was only when the girl asked:
“Can't I do anything for you?'" that
she blurted out:

I want to learn to danee,"

The girl's eyes wandered over her
with the faintest amusement; then:
“Will you enme in?'' she sald, and
Ellzabeth followed her inte a little
raom, which Isd ngain into A larger
one, the door of which was half closed,
But through v lizabeth caught n
glimpse of polished parquet floor and
n piann, hefore the door was shut and
she found herself alone,

Her first thought was of flight, but
she fought the inclination with all her
mighr, and sat down tremblingly on
the edge of a couch against the wall,
Fortunately there were no mirrors In
the room, or the last of her cournge
would certaln!y have fled, and it was
only a few seconds before the dark-
haired girl returned.

“Please elt down,'’ she said, as Fliz-
abeth rosa nervously, *'I won't Keep
you waiting long; Mr. Royston will be
dieengaged in a few minutes,”

‘“Mr. Royston!" maid FElizabeth
faintly. The blood rushed to her face in
crimson patches, and a look of distress
filled her eyes. ‘I can't" she
began, then niopged with the dreadful
feeling that she had been caught in a

trap.

’lPha dark-halred girl scemed not to
notice, She was Intent on a hook she
held, and, after = moment, she went
off again into the next room, from
which came the sound of musie, and
Flizabeth wan left alone, .

She had never heen so afraid of any-
thing tn her life as she was of meeting
Pat ‘lossmn. She stood for A moment
not. knowing what to do—then she
turned and fled the way she had come,
down the stairs engd out Into the street.

It was still raining, but at first she
harily noticed it, and It was only
when the drops began to drip from
the brim of her hat that she renlized
that she was wet to the gkin,

It wau ferllnl Inte, ton, Rhe stopped
and looked desperately round for an om-
nibus or n taxicab,

All the omnibuses were erowded,
Their drivers took no notice of her
timid  signaling to stop, but a few
aces further on she saw an empty tax.
ab coming slowly up the road,

CONTINUED TOMORROW.
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| THE GUMPS—Uncle Bim at Bat

By Stdney §

HCLE BIM OM 'THE STAND = WE
ANSWERED ALL QUESTIONS
WUTH A CLEAR, T\RM VOICE - SHOWING
HO MALICE- HE MADE A GOOD WITNESS=

WHAT \S
NOVR NAME?

BEMOAMIN
QUMP =

[T u - : ! E"ﬁ

Q= MR GUMP, WMOW LONG HAVE You
\é:legl THE PLAINTIEF IN THI®

A~ ABOUY TWO VEARS -

@ = ' Am HANDING YOU A LEYTER
UNDLR DATE OF OLY. 28, 192 |-

DID YHU RECEWVE TMIS LETTER?

A= | Dp-

Q -~ FROM WWOM 7

A= MRS TANDER -

Q - HOW DD Wou RECRWE v ?

A= BY MAIL=-

Q- wWweRk?

A= IN AVSTRALIA -

Q= | PRESENT ‘THIS LEYTER
AS EVIDENCE AND wiLL
READ \T N COURY =

DEAREST SIMBO:—

I YROUGHY

OF WoU LAST NIGWY DEAR -

| WENT YO SEtE A SWOW CALLED
™R CONQUERTR— | CouwwdN'T
HELP BUY CONNELY 1T WITH Yulw
You REMIND ME OF Some

LIFE =~
HUGE ROCK N TME SEA oF

-

ToweRinGg ABOVE ALL ELEBE - THE
GIBSRALIAR 0% FIMANCE OMW

WHICH THE WAVES 0% COMPETITION

AND AMBITION wWiMD SWESY AuD

MAD; SYRIKE onLY YO SE BEATEN

BACK \MTO BUBBLES AND FoAM-
AuD THEM |\ WONDER (F YOU ARE
SINCERE - PO YOoU REMEMBER
THE WIGHT AYX ‘TME BLACK CAY-
AT BILL DEWRY'S PARTY? wugn
NoU DPREW MY PICTURE O™ MY TAW™?

AND INSCRIBLD T "My HEAVEN EVES?

NO MATIER WHAT THE FUTURE MAY
BRING FORYTH THAT NAGHT WillL

ALWANE BE oNE OF TME TENDERESY

MEMORIES oF MY LIFE = AnD DO
You REMEMBER (rLL BE< “YoUu
PON'YY) WHEN Nou SCOLDED ME
FoR DANCING WLTH CHARLLY
THOMPSON ? You KNOW | MADE
BELIEVE | WAS WURY ByY

REALLY LIKED THE THOVGHY may

YOV JUST MIGHT BE JEALOVS -
You GREAT B\G WONDER ™Y\
MAN 0% DLSTINY = Aub | AM
WONDERING ' WAN DowwN

ARE SINCERE O WHRTHER \T 1%
JUSYT A PATEING FANCY - ANY wOW

!

A-
Q-

AM GOING TO BIGN MYSELW .
NOUR WEAVEN EYER -

MRS ZANDER TEESTIFIED IWE DID

NOY LEARN YO LOVE YoUu UNTIL
BHORTILY BEFORE OV VeCAME
ENGAGED ON '(HE 131P oOF
MARCH = THIS LETTER wWA®
WRITTEN LONG BEFORE THAT
TIME, WAS \Y WNbT=7

\T WAS -

YoU HAD EVERY WONORAGLE
INTENTION OF NARRMING MRY,
ZANDER, MAD Nou No¥ ?

WHAT CHAWMGED YouR MiND?

A= | FOUND HER DIARY -
Q = WHWAT BECAME OF THI§ DIARY?
A= )y MAILED \T YO MEW ~

Q-

A = | MAILED 1T WiTH A LLTITER

Q= WAS THERE AMNTHING IN T i
L]

EX PLAINING MY REASON ®oR
NOT APPREARING AY MG CHURCH
ON THE DATE BEYT ®om THL
WEDBING -

WHY DD Nou maIL Y Yo wer?

A= TIHERE WERE BSOME vewv '}
UNCOMPLIMENTARN THIMGY =

@=- wHAT DO NOU MEAM B%
UNCOMPLIMENTARY ?

A= THE THINGE WRITYEN
THEREIN PROVED YO MG
CONCLUBIVELY “TMAY SWE
D\? NOTY LOVE ME SuY

WAS MARRNING ,ME Fom
MY MONTY =

.! TER QUOTING VARIOUS
PASTAGES FROM THE
DIARY ATYTORNEN
HOVEN TURNED Ough
THE WITNESS YO
THE PROSLCUTION
FOR Cwnose
EXAMINAT\OM

LY WAS A Biq DAY FOR ANDY -
IT WAS UNCLE

BM'S ROUND By
A LARGE MARGIN

Bor. ‘rou GoTTA
CUT OUT THIS
MASH BUSINESS
WITH MYy STEANOG
AND GET 70 WORK,
Go Dowa To THE
SToox Room AMD
PACK THEM IRoA

WHY PoPPER! THAT
WOULD RUIN AAYY
HAADS !
KEEP UP APPEARANCES
WITH MI155 OFLAGE
FOR YOUR SAKE . LOOK
Dib vou EVER USE. '
SQUEEGEE AIAIL
PASTE ¥ ITS
SPLENDID!

HERE'S THE PIE
Yol TELEPHOAED
THE BAKER'T FOR,

/' Goo

D!
GooD . )

-

O\

INDUSTIRY AMD COMMLRCE - PLEP N YOUR MEARY You
' SOMEBODY'S STENOG—The Eyes Have It! : : : : T By Hayward
VoA A MELL GO OM = WHAT

WERE ‘1TOU SAYING
/ugou'r MY EYES ¢

For some minutes she stood |

The Young Lady Across the Way

THE ODOR OF FISH AND BAIT -i-

| M
= e .l
“te By FONTAINE FOX

SCHOOL DAYS

The roung lady across the way

says she's for the soldiers' bonus
nll right but thinks there ought to

he a taxidermie provision,

WY poNCHA PuUT
THEM WoRMS 1M
YA PocKeT .

" Youve gsen
FisiiNGg !

MoM KiIN ALWAYS
TJeLt WHEN T BIN

Now WE DONT HAFTA
c:sﬂ,l!v TH' CAN.

-
e,

“ 1 WONDER How

PETEY—He Explains the Radio

TueY Sat Tast  Bues
oy ruu CQUPT BROADCASTING &

m&vmb StaTions

"

U

— | SIMPWYY (AN'T
UNDERSTAND How IT IS
PossiBie
Does 1T

— \WELL, VoL SEE THIS
HERE HORN HERE Alp THAT
ERE BOY,WELL, Now
A (OUPLA HUNDRED MILES
AwaY AT THE SENDING
STANoN 15 SOMETHING
LIKE TEHAT ONY JUST

— THEN THEY GET SOME \WOMAN OR-
MAN OR SOMETH NG -DonYY MAKE ANvY
DIFFERENCE WHETHER THEY'RE RUSS\AM
OR TRENCH OR WHAT HOT
AND THEY SING INTO A
HOB[E‘ AND IT GOES OVUT
OF THE BoY AND DP A
\WIRE & THE TooF, SEwe?

~THEN THERES JOMETHING TREV
QAL VITAMILES or K\WOMETERS
OR WHATEVER IT IS ANDTHEY GRAB
\'T Aup THE NEXT

MinXe THOSE WIRES
OF OURS GRAR\T AND

GASOLINE ALLEY—More to Be Pitied Than Blamed

THosE THILGS — V \ ngw
MY HUSBAND WERE HERE MHE
VLD TEwWNoL
LYPLANED T To ME The
OTHER DAy BUT Vve Tor¢oTlEM
- MEW KNOW S0 MU(H MORE.
ARoUT THAT Sorr oF ThiuG

— I'M S0 STUPID ABaUT

HE

: By King

AND THEN, MR, FSH, WHEN
WE GOT OUT INTo WYOMING
THE TiRES BEGAN To PoP!

FOUR IN THREE Davs! You

PATCH | MADE OUT OF
A’ RUBBER BooT!

A WHEEL DRoPPED
OFF AND WE wiReD '

WENT 6000
SHOULD SEE THE BLOWOUT | MILES WiTHOUT

CHANGING TIRES

IT ON AND OUR JACK

| OuT A BRAKE AND
RBN OUT OF GAS —

BUSTED AND WE BURNED

You O LAUGHED YOur
HEAD OFF To SEE US

OUT IN THE POURING RAIN
BEING SMNAKED OUT OF

DID'” p A MUD HOLE BY A TRACTOR
HAVE A AS BIG As A HousE! GOSH
BiT OF (T WAS RICH!
TROUBLE! N

—y

A
<

| HAD SEA\,Tq&L"\
WEATHER AND NQ
MUD AT ALL!

Poor Fisu'!
SORRY FOR Him! |
bs NEVER HAS ANY Fun!

( FEEL

i *

DIARY PEETAINING To You'? BN

S 3

————— e e e

" By C. A. Voight




